CHAPTER V
MURDER WITH A BLUNDERBUSS
I WAS delighted to find that my companion on the journey to the
prison was Vidiakin.
He was in the seat next the driver and one of the men who
sat beside me was pointing his revolver at the nape of my friend's
neck. I felt creepy along my spine. The car was jolting and bumping,
and if that trigger were to jerk it would be the end of Vidiakin.
The Fortress of Peter and Paul was the resting-place of dead
Tsars. It was also a monument to human cruelty. The bones of
men who had rotted in its subterranean cells were reputed to be
still chained to the walls. We passed beneath the archway through
which so many had gone never to return and in the Fortress yard
found soldiers in jerkins, camp-fires, and soldiers again. We crossed
the yard to an iron-bound oak door which shrieked on its hinges
as it was pushed open by one of the guards. We entered a large
room, with high windows and a lofty vaulted ceiling almost like
a chapel The air was cool and had a damp, almost musty smell.
It smelt of the Middle Ages, of vague barbarities, of the Inquisition.
Our guard summoned a messenger and we were conducted
through this impressive ante-chamber to the office of the new
Bolshevik governor, Comrade Blagonravoff.
I had never known any of the previous governors of this
notorious old citadel,  but Blagonravoff must  have held the
record for youth among them. Scarcely more than a boy, he had
been a student when the war broke out and had become a subaltern
in the army. Being a convinced follower of Lenin he had played a
leading part in the soldiers5 councils and later in the October rising ;
and the custody of the most important enemies of the workers'
Republic had been his reward for it. There was nothing at all of
the prison governor about him. He might have been a rather
jolly senior subaltern welcoming two new-comers to the regiment.
With a humorous smile he offered us tea and bread and butter
while he went to select, as he put it, our compartment for us.
When he came back he remarked that "the hotel" was full
up for the night and that he would have to accommodate us both
in one cell for the time being. As soon as we were alone Vidiakin
told me his adventures. He had been examined by Model's assistant,
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